I caught up with him between the outer fence and the inner fence, just as he started to 
climb. He turned on me, not a greasy black hair of his head out of place. Mine was still a little 
slicked back, but I could feel that cow lick flopping around. His smile told me he could see it, 
too, and was just about to make another smart ass joke. That’s ok, PII have my knife in your gut 
before you open your mouth. Let’s see what you have to say, then, sucker. I flipped open my 
switch blade right while he was opening his, but I was faster. 


I stuck him in the ribs just as he was starting his lunge. He really must have thought he 
was going to feint and duck me. Then his foot had slipped on a rock, and left him open. That 
look of surprise on his face was priceless. 


My own little bit of luck didn’t last too long, though. I felt the bite of his blade stabbing 
up through the gap in my leather jacket, and I knew then that I had fucked up, too. He’d caught 
me with his upper cut, just as he was starting to pass out. The light was already going out of his 
eyes, but that wet warm feeling spreading faster than the pain in my chest told me that I’d not be 
too far behind him. Usually they say that after a knife fight, one goes to the hospital and one 
goes to the morgue, but it looked like it would be both of us on the slab, this time. 


I fell down right where he did, looking straight into his still open but lifeless eyes, and I 
knew then that I had just made the biggest mistake of my life. A mistake I was bound to pay for, 
and pretty damned soon. 


They say that some people believe we come back in the next life as punishment for 
things we did back in this life. I tried to pray for forgiveness, but my last thoughts were stuck on 
that next lifetime: 


With my luck, Pll probably be reborn as a girl. 
Or even worse ... a colored girl. 


